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e 
SCENE I.—A SrakRT 18 Puruobru. 


Euter Lieutenant GooDwiLL and Jack HAwS ER. 
Jack. I ORD bleſs me! I think I never ſaw 


your Honour ſo low-ſpirited. 

Lieut. have ſome cauſe; Hawſer; here is a 
letter in my hand from my father, who continues 
as implacable as ever. 

' Jack. What, he till hauls bis wind, and luffs 


up from my poor miſtreſs! what an old ſhiver 
the wind he muſt be. n 


Lieut. To add to my leone, my creditors 
grow more troubleſome every day, and my old 


companions ſnun me. 
Jack. (with emphaſis) Swamp them, ſay I, for a 


ſet of ſellking lubbers, the man who refiiſes aſ- 


ſiſtance to a © lan creature in diſtreſs, is a diſ- 


3, grace to humanity, and Gelcrves to be (put in 


irons for neglect of duty. 
Lieut. (aide Honeſt fellow ! 


__ lack. For my part, I can works as "Kits at the 
pumps as any body, and if tugging at an oar ſor a 
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couple of dog-watches could get you clear of the 
eddy of misfortune, Jack Hawſer's the man; I've 
weather'd many a hard gale, but to ſee my poor 
miſtreſs unhappy, dam'me, its worſe than the 
gro being ſtopt. 
zent. Fg Jack ! I with I 544 it in my 
e to reward your ſervices, but I believe you 
ad better ſeek another maſter. | 

Jack. What! forſake the ſtandard ; no, Sir, 
an Engliſh failor's never miſſing when his com- 
mander's in danger, or his friend's in diſtreſs, 

Lieut. I know your generous attachment, 
Hawſer, but I fear 1 cannot keep you in my 
tervice much longer. 

Jack. Come, Bir, never fear, flatten in the 
jib- ſheet, and put the helm- a-weather; III go to 
my ſweet miſtreſs, and tell her you're arriv'd in 
harbour again, and before L put back, may Pro- 
vidence ſend you in a good pply of freſh beef 
and ſoft tommy. [Exit. 

Lient. I am tired with diſappointment ; what | 
are the dangers of ſervies to the difficulties we 


meet on thore : * 


AIR.— Lien. GooDWILL. 
| * 
The! oy whaſe life i is on the bes, "te 


No harping cates moleſt, RO 
His hopes ſtill freſhen with the breeze, 
His thoughts in Nancy bleſt, 

2 The hardeſt fortune he can bear, 

Since love his labour charms, 

_ *Tis Nancy's image ſoothes his care, 
Tuo abſent _ her arms. 
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Il, 


His happy boſom knows no ill, 
He ſings his cheerful ſong, 
While, round, the flip his meſſmates fil, 
Nor think the mid-watch long. 
The helm's-man now he ready ſtands, 
With love's ſweet hope impreſt ; 
The wheel ſtill govern'd by his hands, 
The compaſs in his breaſt, 


SCENE II. 
A Room in Lieutenant GooDWILL's Lau. 


Enter Car t. MacgatLanen, followed by a Maid 


Servant 


Capt. Mac. Hark'e, my dear, tell your ſweet 
miſtreſs my name is Capt. Macgallaher, and that 
I'm all in a perſpiration to ſee her; I always like 


to ſend in a warm and polite meſſage to a lady. 
Maid. Sir. 


Capt. Mac. What do you ſtand looking at me 
for, you little gipſey? (exit Maid) I wonder now 


what it is this good lady wants with me, but 


perhaps ſhe means to tell me that herſelf; well, 


be it as it may, an Iriſhman always does the 
beſt he can to pleaſe the ladies; and to be ſure, 


ſome how or 4; wy he's always ſure too to find 


the way, by day light, or by moon light, or with- 


out any light at all, it's all the ſame to Dean: 
here ſhe comes. 
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Enter Mrs. GoopwiILL. 


Mrs. Good. How d'ye do, Captain? 

Capt. Mac. (bows) 1 d'ye do, Madam? 

Mrs. Good. Pray fit down, Sir. 

Capt. Mac. Sit down, fit down, Madam, that 
III do with all my ſoul; (draws his chair cloſe to 
her) you ſee I know how to N a proper diſ- 
„ Madam. 

Mer. Codd Tt dare ſay, Sir, yon were a good 
deal ſupriſed when you received my letter this 
morning. 

Capt. "Mac: Not in the leaſt, Madam; not in 
the leaſt. 

Mrs. Good. Mr. Goodwill defired me to write 
to you, Sir; you are acquainted, I believe, with 
the relation of his misfortunes. 

Capt. Mac. O, Madam intimately acquainted 
with all his relations, in Ireland, that is to ſay; 
to be ſure, I can't ſay much about their fortunes, 
but 1 believe they are very conſiderable, very 
conſiderable indeed; (aff de) the devil a blunder 


Tuę made yet. 


Mrs. Good. 1 ant to ſay, Sir, you know of 
Mr. Goodwill's embarraſſments; his father, Sir 


George, remains as implacable as ever, and re- 
turns all his letters nnopen'd. | 


Capt. Mac. Unopen'd! | ſuppofe now, that i is, | 


becauſe when he reads them he don't much like 


the contents; well, never mind that, Madam, 
never mind that, if there is any thing Dennis can 


do to ſerve ve; only ſpeak the word, that's all. — 


Faith, that faid Sir George muſt be a ſtrange 
anaccountable old fellow to be angry with fuch ; * 


fweet beautiful lady. 
vere Good. Sir! 


WN 
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Capt. Mac. Never. mind him, Madam, if he 
an't ſenſible of the impreſſion of thoſe eyes, Den- 
nis is, ſo don't be reſerv'd, Madam, but lay open 
your whole boſom to me as a friend, and let the 
cat out of the bag at once. 

Mrs. Good. Sir, I believe you've miſtaken ws 
motive of my writing to you. 

Capt. Mac. Not in the leaſt, Madam. 

Mrs. Good. Then pray, Sir, tell me your's, for 
this extraordinary attention. 
Capt. Mac. (with emphaſis after a pauſe) To do 

you all the good in my power. 

Mrs. Good. And is that all? 

Capt. Mac, Upon my honour. 

Mrs, Good. Then I "he pardon, Sir. 

Capt. Mar. Beg pardon, that you ſhan't, upon 
my ſoul ; to be ſure I don't underſtand what you 
mean. No, Madam (with emphaſis) though 
Dennis does love a ſweet woman with all his 
heart, he will never be bale enough to take a 
mean advantage in the moment of diſtreſs, to ſeek 
the diſhonour of his friend. 

Mrs. Good. Sir, I am ſatisfied. | 

Capt. Mac. To be ſure 1 do love you, and all 
womankind beſide. I love all the women, but 
only as the fond- ivy loves the oak, to ſhelter and 
protect them. 

. Mrs. Good. Perhaps then, Sir, you have your- 
ſelf felt what it is to love. 

Capt. Mac. Faith, you may ſay that; I don't 
know how the plague it was, but the firſt day 1 
Was taken with the diſorder, was in the night, in 
a dream. So, Madam, when I waked, it put 
ms all over in a glow, juſt the fame as if I had had 

a glaſs of whiſky, and when I met Katty, to be 
furg 1 didn't think her the ſweeteſt girl i in all We 

gr”: An 
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lin. I preſerve my heart for her, ur my ſerviccs 

for every woman i I owe! 

Mrs. Good. Sir, you overcome me with this 

o0dneſs. 

Capt. Mac. Faith, and you” re not the firſt fair 
lady I've overcome. But we'll ſay no more about 
that: will you be pleaſed, Madam, to give your 

\ huſband this dirty little bit of a knapſack, (tales 
| out a pocket book) it contains nothing in the world 
but a morſel of paper, which will afford your huſ- 

; band immediate affiſtance, for it isn't due for two 

ö months to come. 

Mrs. Good. (aſide) A twenty pound note, 
how generous !—Sir, we are indebted to your 
friendſhip : but this is not immediately the pur- 

| poſe for which — 

Mac. Faith, my dear, money is always to the 
purpoſe, but never ſo much ſo, as when we have 
it to beſtow on a friend in diſtreſs : now if there 
is any thing more I can do for ye, only ſet me 
about it. 

Mrs. Good. You are very good, Sir ; the pur- 
poſe for which I ſent to ſee you, was to aſk you 
to act as a mediator between my huſband and his 
father. 

Capt. Mac. O! IL meditate between them with 
all my heart; that's all in my way, child, no- 
body miſunderſtands thoſe matters better than 
Dennis.—O, I'Il ſet about it directly! 

Mrs. Good. Where are you going, Sir? 

Capt. Mac. To your father-in-law, to be ſure. 

Hrs, Good, Why, Sir, do you know where he 
lives! ? 

Capt. Mac; F aith, and Ta forgot that, fure 

Go enough. 

Mrs. Good. His ſeat, Sir, is a few miles on the 

road to London. | 

5 Capt. 
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Capt. Mac. That's enough for me, Madam; 1 
never need any direction after I'm once told the 
way to a place; ſhew me the door, and I'll war- 
rant l' find the houſe. To he ſure I ſha'nt ſuc- 
ceed with Sir George at all, when I come to thew 
him my polite and complaiſant behaviour !—Sir, 
ſays he, the moment he fees me, your education 
and your politeneſs, and your good breeding, have 
made me all of another mind.—Will you be 
pleaſed to take a five hundred pound bank note 
in your fiſt to my fon? . Sir, ſays 1, 
certainly! 

Mrs. Good. You make me ſimile, Captain. 

Capt. Mac. Smile! You may ſay that, faith it 
would make any body ſmile to ſee a five hundred 
poundbank-note all in pure ſpecie. O, it's a mighty 
3 name, that ſame Mr. Abraham Newland. 

ell, Madam, you ſhall ſee what my oratory 

and elocution will do for ye; and if I don't fuc- 
_ ceed, never let me meditate any more, that's all; 
O, I II never meditate any more as long as I tive. 

Exit. 

Mre. Good. Good morning Sir] Pri: Cap t. 2 

who knows, perhaps the good nature and ſimpli- 

_ city of our friend may do more with Sir George 

than a ſtudied addreſs; he has a good heart, and 

that ſhould recommend him to all the world. 


RONDEAU. 


Flatters to deceive me, 

Prompt to cheat me; 

Pll no more believe thee, 
Ever ready to betray, 
Vain deluſion paſs away. 

Hope Milt greets me, &cc. 

e . 
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Toys more real calm my breaſt, 

Virtue ſooth my cares to reſt. 

Richer treaſures ſhe'll impart 

To the ſelf-approving heart, 

Hope ſtill greets me, &c. COIN © 


SCENE Ill. 


A. Room in Batch's Houſe, a Table with Bottle and | 
Glaſſes. [inter Jack HAwSkR. 


Jack. Now, if I could but fee Polly, I think I 
could borrow a trifle of money, and leave it at 
the inn, for my poor maſter, without his ever diſ- 
covering who ſent it him.—So here's the grog- 
bottle, the beſt jigger tackle in the world to bouce 
UP a poor 1 s ſpirits, a drop of it will do me 

no harm, [ Drinks.] Dam'me, I always loved to 
1weat the purlſer, D 


SONG. 


When on board of the Hector I firſt went to ſea, 
How the boatſwain did grumble and og! 
I ſwore then no longer a failor I'd be, 
Till they ſerv'd my allowance of grog. 
It was then rough or fair, ſafe moor'd or at ſea, 
Dawg large from the land, or cloſe under the lee; ; 
For to reef or to ſteer, 
Or to tack or to wear, 
Up the hatchway I'd merrily j jog; 
While to moiſten my eye, | 
Miſter purſer, ſays I, 


Pray where 8 * y allowance of grog? 


11. Once 
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Fe II. 
Once ſick of a fever, a whole week I lay, 
From my hammock I hardly could jog : 
Juſt like ſome old junk, they had ſtow'd me 4way, 
And ſtopt my allowance of grog. 
Keep her full, ſays I boy, or your taken aback, 
And the ſharks will be making a meal of poor Jack; 
For the doctor's mate ſaid, 
He was ſure I was dead ; 
Till I call'd him an impudent dog. 
Hard a ſtarboard, ſays I, 
You lubber, you lie; 
All I wants is my quotum of grog. 


Lord ! if the Engliſh Channel was but filled with 
it, I can't help thinking how often I ſhould ſtoop 
down to the lee-ſcuppers to take a ſup; ecod I 
ſhou'd never pump the ſhip out.—So, here comes 
my old friend Batch—hoa ! the ſhip, hoa ! 


Enter BATCH. 


Batch. w hat, Jacky ! bleſs me, how x; ye do? 

Jack. How doft, 1 Batch; how does Polly 
do Sx 

Batch, Very well, thank'ce Jacky; you ſee I'm 
full of buſineſs been round to all my cuſtomers. 

Jack. What yourſelf, Mr, Batch? 

| Batch. O Lord, yes! I always go myſelf when 
l've got any news. Then away goes I; call out, 

baker !—Want a loaf to day, Ma'am 2—We Ve 
had ſach an engagement with the French !—I be- 
lieve, Ma'am, you owe two-pence for baking.—— 
They ſay the earthquake's to happen on Monday ! 
El take the liberty, Ma'am, to preſent your weekly 
bill. — Lou ſee, they call me the talkative baker. — 


I'm ſure I don't know why, I Gon, t talk more than 
other people. 


Jack, 
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Jack. So that's the way you get cuſtom, is it, 
maſter Batch ? 

Batch. O dear, yes ! you fee I'm a bit of a poli- 
tician, few people underſtand more of the eternal 


affairs of Europe than Bobby Batch the baker. I 


decide every thing in our club: there was not a 


gentleman among them knew where the Red Sca 
was. I told them, ſays I, it runs out of the Bay 
of Biſcay into the Gulph of Mexico. — But I 1ay, 
Jack, wo'nt you have a drop of my grog ? 


Jack. ] have juſt been aboard of it, I thank you. 


Batch. Well, but I'll give ye a toaſt. —You'll 
Urink my toaſt, wo'nt ye ? 

Jack. Aye, with all my heart. 

Batch. I am Bobby Batch the baker; you knowTI 
alway likes to fee a man in his own ſpear.— Here's, 
May the poor man never want bread ; | they drink. | 
And I hope the cruſty rogue who would rob him 


of a ſingle grain of it, may never taſte the crumbs 


of comfort all his life. = 
Jack. I ſhould like to fee him turned adritt, 

like a marine afloat upon a grating, in a head 

fea. ” | 

_ Batch. I ſay, Jacky, I dine to day at the Hen's 

Teeth and Cat's Feathers; will you come? Bobby 


Batch in the chair; you never ſaw me in the 


chair, did ye ? 
Jack. But I ſay, Maſter Batch, where's Polly? 
Batch, Why, pray, what's that to you? ſhe's 
going to be married to my godſon, Bobby Notice, 
the lawyer. e n ele 
Jack. Ah! Maſter Batch, a good heart is all 
Polly values, ap ol oor f 4 


_ Batch. Lord bleſs ye ! he'll keep her a curricle, | 


and a country-houſe. * 5 
Jack. Well, Maſter Batch, and after all, what's 
pride, but a firſt rate, which the gale of calamity 
2 | often 
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often ſends to the bottom, while a little bit of a 
ſchooner outlives the ſtorm. 

Batch. Now you will keep talking; I never 
heard a fellow talk ſo much in my life. Will 
you go to the club? : 

Jack. Why I told you I would. 

Batch. I'm in the chair to-day, as I told ye 
before; big as a peck loaf when I'm in the chair. 


; SONG—Bar CH. 


In my club-room fo great, 
When I'm ſeated in ſtate, 
At the head of the table I ſhine; 

With hammer in hand, 
Zounds ! how I command, 

As I puſh round the bumpers of wine : 
Then after we've toaſted the health of the King, 
Mr. Briſket, the butcher, is call'd on to ſing. 

Speaks.) Sir, I'll do my beſt, . &c. 

Ma chere amie, &c. 

Gs 11. 
Now I wink, and I ſtare 
At my next neighbour's chair; 

"Tis with you, Sir, a lady to give: 
A ducheſs, at leaſt, 
Muſt now grace our feait ; 

Then the thanks of the room I receive : 
Till ſilei: ce is call'd all the table along, 
And a bald-pated gentleman ſings us a fong. 

Speaks. T'll try, gentlemen, &c. 

Time has not thinn'd my flowing hair, &c. 


| + Then we drink, and we puſh around the bowl, 

- TW Ss mediey, at laſt, ſums up the whole; 
Whilſt, ſo pleas'd, all the club-room declare 

Bobby Batch is the man for a char! 5 
Euter 
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Enter PoLLy. 


Polly. Lord, Jack ! what's the matter ? 

Jack. All a-back, Polly; a-ground on the 
worſt of all ſhores, the rocks of misfortune. 

Polly. Lord ! what's the matter ? what has 
happen! d? 

Jack. Nothing to myſelf, Polly; I've always 
got a ſhot in the locker, juſt enough to keep 
Davy Jones out of my hammock, as you may 
ſay; my heart's too light to be ſank by my own 
misfortunes, but when. another's are in tow, all 
my ſpirits go to the bottom at once. 

Polly. Well ; but what is it you want ? 

Jack. The rhino; Polly; ; a few yellow boys 
might ſet us afloat again for the preſent. My 
maſter* s old avaricious father won't ſee him, be- 
cauſe he has married a ſweet young lady, and ſhe 
haſn't got no money. 

Polly. Well, never mind ; my father's got mo- 
ney enough ; and he cannot beſtow it better than 
on an Engliſh officer in diſtreſs. _ 

Batch. (without) Polly | Polly ! 

Polly. Here he comes; ſtep on one fide, and 
I'll 8 to him. 
elk. Nie, 00.311 heave here to windward a 

bit (retires afide). 


Enter Bren: 


Batch, Where are you, Polly ? J want my 
beſt coat and waiftcoat. Such news; dear me ! 
I ſhall have the talk to myſelf at the club. 

Polly. Never mind the news, father. 

Baich. Never mind the news ! that's very well ; 


why I could live upon a newſpaper, it 1 could 5 


digeſt all the paragraphs; there's all the horns at 
work in London, I dare ſay. Lord, how I long 
to be talking politics! _ 

. N Polly. 


* 
1 — 
* 
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Polly. 1 wanted to ſpeak to you, father. 

Baich. I can't attend to any thing till I've ſeen 
the papers. 

Polly. Pray, Sir, linen to me a moment. 


Baich. To-morrow my mind will be more 
compoſed. 


Polly. J wanted ſome money, father. 

Baick, Money; O dear! I'm very much en- 
gaged. 

Polly. You know, father, you promiſed to buy 
me a fette ticket. 


Batch. Yes; I do make fooliſh promimes ſome- 
times, ſure enough, 


Polly. You can't think how much I want the 
money = thint would purchaſe one. 

Batch. Shu, ſhu, nonſenſe. 

Polly. I ſhall break my heart, Sir, if you can't 
oblige 1 me. 


| Batch takes out a newſpaper, and reads. 


AIR—PorLy. 


Tis Polly aſks, can you deny? 
Ah! no; you will I'm ſure be kind; 
Think, ſhould your little favourite die, 
Could you another Polly find ? 
| E 5 OY 
It is not to be proudly dreſt, 
Your daughter humbly bends her knee; 
Tis pity pleads in Polly's breaſt, 
Who INE thus N on thee. 


Batch. What, then it isn't for a lottery ticket ? 
Polly. No, father ; ; I won't riſk any thing on 
chance, when I can make ſure of ſuch a prize as 


the pleaſure of doing good; the money is to aſſiſt 


an ein officer 1 in difireſs, 
; Batch. 
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Batch. A ſeaman !—there it is, there's no de- 
murring to that plea, as my couſin the lawyer 
fays; but hang me, Polly, if I ſhan't be ruined. 

Polly. No, father ; you ſhall have intereſt for 


the money. 


Batch. Intereſt ! how much ? 

Polly. (with emphaſis) The greateſt in the world, | 
ſelf- ſatisfaction. 

Batch. There's a girl now, and a baker's 
daughter too; hang me if you an't as much above 


ſome of our fine folks as a ſack of flour is to a 
-halfpenny worth of bran. Exit. 


Jack Hawyer. (comes forward) Oh! you little 
angel. 

Polly. There's the money, Jack. 

ps Who ſhould think now, fuch a little 
cockboat would be able to aſſiſt a man of war. 
Give me a kits you little—hum. 

Polly. Well then, promiſe — won't get tipſey 
again 15 night. 

Tack. One kiſs, and I renounce the grog bottle 
for ever. 


DUETT—Jack and Pol. L v. 


Fack. 
Come, Polly, let's be gay, 
Love bids us merry, merry be, 
Time's bearing toward that happy day, 
A pratthng babe will grace your une. 8 


| | Polly. 4 
Yes, ſurely, I'll be gay, EC. 
Heart eaſing, | 
Sweetly pleaſing's 
Hymen's dear, delightful ſtrai ! *f 
Without alloy, 
Domeſtic joy 8 
Will glad us o'er and o'er again. 
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Both, 
Heart eaſing, &c. 


Polly. 


With you for ever, cheerly, 
Content will bleſs endeavour ; 


Fack. 
We'll love each other dearly 
For ever and for ever ; 
When early morn begins to dawn, 
We'll gaily hie to labour; 
At ſetting ſun, our labour done, 
We'll trip to pipe and tabor ; 
No ſtore of wealth, 
But jocund health, 
And competency merely; 
No ſpacious dome, 
An humble home, | 
With thee ſhall I love dearly * 


END OF ACT 1, 
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II. 
SCENE I.—A Room in BaTcn's Housk. 


— aA — — 


Barcn and PoLLy. 


Batch. Now, Polly, is your chance for a huſ- 
band; my godſon Bobby is juſt ar- 
rived from London on buſineſs: he's at the inn, 
and I expect him here 2 moment. What a 
deal of news he will brin | 
Polly. Indeed, Sir, I Kal never like him. 
Baick. Shu, ſhu, nonſente, he's a very clever 
young man, and talks as faſt as I do myſelf. A 
rock at the door * There he is, I * ſay, open 
the door. 


Enter Bonꝝx NoricR, his pockets filled with papers. 


Bobby. How d'ye do, Polly? how dye do, 
Maſter Batch ? 

Hatch. How d'ye do, Bobby ? I fay, what 
have you got in your pockets ? 
Bobby. Papers, Sir ; declarations, pleas, and 
judgments. Here's your cauſes, (takes papers from 
lis pocket) Keemer againſt Convolvolus, Giggle 
againſt Glump, Addle againſt Duſter, Bozzle 
againſt Swig, Punto againſt Pharo, Cuckow againſt 
Horn, Whiſtle againſt W himper, Waddle againſt 
Length, and the King againſt Monopoly and 
Co. 

Batch. What, in the name of goodneſs, are 
they all about? 4 


Bobby. 
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Bobby. Why here's covenant, debt, ſlander, 
trover, aſſumpſit, aſſault and battery, caſe and 
treſpaſs. 

Batch. Bleſs me, how many different ways a 
man may be ruined in law! But ſay, Bobby, 
how do you get ſo much buſineſs in your office? 


_ Bobby. Don t blab, and Il tell you— 


SON G— BoBsy. 


I, 


At Symond's-Inn I ſip my tea, 
Then file a judgment or a plea; 
Enrol a deed in ſpecial tail, 
Tax the coſts, or put in bail. 

Speaks) O, it's a clear caſe, Sir! the defendant's a married 
woman, pleads her coverture ; you'd better not go on; your 
client will have all the coſts to pay. Will he?- well, dam'm me, 
if mine don't, your's ſhall ! that's all. 

Sings) With ſham plea, and miſnomer ; ; 
Nil debet, nulla bona; 
Declaration, 
Replication; 
Fieri facias, 
Special capias; 
Afﬀidavit, 
Devaſtavit ; 
Clauſum fregit, 
Non elegit; 
Non eſt factum, 
Nudum pactum; 
Demoratur, 
Allocatur; 
Ad fatisfaciendum, 
Et reſpondendum. 


C | Al's 
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II. 


Should a client aſk advice, 
There's ſix and eight-pence in a trice ; 
Or treat me to a dinner, 
I make him pay 
For all I ſay, 
So I'm ſure to be the winner. 

Speaks) Sir, you've certainly merits ; III fpeak to Mr. Shark, 
the plaintiff's attorney; pray, Sir, did you knock my client's 
eye out? No, Sir; we plead a juſtification to the afſault ; 
then, Sir, we mult go to trial. 


Sings) With ſham plea, &c. 


III. 


For plaintiff or defendant, 
If but the fees we ſnack, 
We never make an end on't, 
Till the coat is off his back. 

Speaks) Lord, Sir, only a few extra coſts, ſuch as the maſter 
won't allow; poor devils of clients pay the piper. Rattling 
down in Polt. chaiſes to the aſſizes; hackney-coaches to Weſt- 
minſter-hall; my gig on a Sunday; counſel's fees, tavern 
bills, and iravelling expences. 


Sings) With ſham plea, &c. 


So one of thew's 8 a bankrupt and the other gocs 

to jail; there's an end of plaintiff and defendant. 

Polly. 1 wonder you hav'n't more humanity, 
Mr. Notice. 
L Bobby. Humanity / whub 1 there's no ſuch de- 
* | partment in our office, I aflure ye. Well, good 
b'ye, I have a great deal to do. Remember now, 
Mr. Batch, if you have occaſion for any thing in 
| the 
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the capias, latitat, non omittas, ſpecial original, 
or bill of Middleſex line, I'm your man. Good 
b'ye. Exit. 

Batch. (mimicking) I'm your man! damn me 
if you are though; John Doe and Richard Roe. 


The devil's in it if I don't KNOW more of Doe 


than he does. 


Polly. 1 hate him, with his capaſes and fiery 
faces, 


AIR. 


1. 


Though the lawyer comes to woo, 
Vainly he attempts to ſue, 
Or with bis ſoft nonſenſe teaze: 
In the ſeaman's ſort of phraſe, 
Thus I anſwer all he ſays, 
Avaſt, avaſt, Sir, if you pleaſe : 
For better I like to be aboard a good ſhip, 
When the fails are all loos'd, and the anchor a-trip z 
To hear the tight boatſwain pipe, hoiſt and belay, 
While the merry, merry failors all foot it away. 


11. 


But ſhould he yet the cauſe purſue, 
Still his brief will never do; | 
For.when all his pleading's done, 
In the ſeaman's ſort of phraſe, 
Thus I anſwer all he ſays, 
Avaſt, avaſt, Sir, if you Foun 
For better 1 ue, dec. 


Ca | SCENE 
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SCENE: NI. 


An Apartment in Sir GronoꝝρH GOOD WILL's Houſe. 


Euter Capt. MACGALLAHER and Servant. 


Capt. Mac. Tell your maſter my name is Pa- | 
trick Lewis Dennis Macgailaher, captain in his 
Majeſty's thirteenth regiment of foot, and of the } 
ancient family of the Mac gallahers of Caſilebla- Z 
ney, in the county of Monaghan, in the kingdom 

of Ireland. 
- Servt. Captain Mac who, Sir * 

Capt. Mac. Macgallaher! where the plague 
did you learn to write, that you can't pronounce 
ſuch a melodious name as Metal. 

Exit Servt. 

Now for a little of my politeneſs ; to be ſure 1 

ſha'n't ſucceed at all with the old gentleman when 

1 put on my moſt graceful air and deportment, 
and ſpeak to him. Faith, here he is already. 


Sir Geo. Sir, your 1 
Capt. Mac. Your ſervant, over and over again, 
Sir; will you be pleaſed to fit down, Sir, and 
; then we'll converſe a little together. (ts down 4 
Sir Geo. Sir, you are vaſtly polite. 


Capt. Mac. (af de) He's found me out already. 


Q en polite, Sir, "up polite. 


Sir 


2 Nb 
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Sir Geo. (aſide) What a ſtrange character! (is 
down) Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, I ſhould be glad 
to know your buſineſs. 

Capt. Mac. (aſide) My buſineſs, that's mighty 
plaiſant! I have no buſineſs; I am an Iriſh 
gentleman of fortune, and have been in all the 
campaigns on the continent ſince the beginning 
of laſt war. 

Sir Geo. Sir, I dare ſay; but you'll pardon 
me, I'm a little hurried juſt now, I was going 
out; at another time, Sir, I ſhall be at your 
ſervice. 


Capt. Mac. (afide) Service! there he has it 


now; to be ſure I haven't ſcen any ſervice at all. 


Sir Geo. Sir, I have a prefſing engagement 
this morning, which prevents 

Capt. Mac. (afide) Engagement ! I've a good 
mind to tell him of one 1 ve been in — Sir, | was 
in an engagement the thirteenth day of next 
Auguſt, in the year of our Lord one thouſand 
{ſeven hundred and ninety-five years ago, odds 
botheration ! you never faw ſuch a morning in 
your life; there we were at it, Sir, pell-mell, 
and I as bufy as the beſt of them; till at laſt comes 
up a tall raw-boned French ſerjeant, and gave 
me ſuch a plaguy big thump of the pate, that 
down I came into a ditch, as dead as a herring, 


till J conſidered a little to myſelf, what is the 
matter wid ye now ? ſtand upon your hind legs, 


man, ſays I; ſo up I got, ſure enough, as freſh 
as a daily, and to it we went again hke ſo many 


Sraſhoppers in a green meadow, as you may ſay. 


Sir Geo. (aſide) The man's certainly mad! 
Sir, I'm very much favoured with your account of 


the battle, but I had much rather know the rea- 
15 ſon 12 am honoured with this viſit. 


Vͤ„ Capt. 
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Capt. Mac. That you ſhall know, Sir; that 
you ſhall know.—{Afde) To be ſure I ſha'n't 
ſucceed at all.—Why, Sir, I come, as you may 
ſay, with a flag of truce from your true and law- 
ful begotten ſon, Mr. Gaodwill, of his Majeſty's 
ſhip the—the Induſtrious. Oh | he's a brave ſel- 
low; Dennis, ſaid he, that's my name; Dennis, 
ſaid he, go to my father, and ſee if you can't, 
wid your oratory, and politeneſs, and educa- 
tion, obtain his pardon for all that's paſt and for- 
got. 

Sir Geo. My pardon ! that he never can. 

Capt. Mac. That's what I faid, Sir; faid I, 
you never can; how can you expect it? ſaid I. 

Sir Geo. Suc h an indiſcreet marriage ! 

Capt. Mac. You're right, Sir; Oh! it was a 
very diſcreet marriage to be ſure ; ; ſuch a ſweet 
gentle young lady—but then, ſaid I, your father, 
you know what an old—unaccountable—— 

Sir Geo. Sir! 

Capt. Mac. How can your father be account- 
able? ſaid I. 

Sir Geo. A young lieutenant to marry a wiſe 
without a ſhilling. 

Capt. Mac. Never mind the paltry ſhilling. 

Sir Geo. He knows when once I command I 
am inflexible, 

Capt. Mac. (with tranſport) That's what I ſaid, 
if you could once get to command the Inflexible: 
Sir Geo. Sir, you miſtake every thing I ſay. 
Capt. Mac. I told him ſo; fays I, you muſt 
take every thing your. | father lays for better or 
for worle. | 

Sir Geo. (af. ide) Sir, can you underſtand this 
brief language? | 

Capt. Mac. Any language, sir; any language 
French, Iriſh, Latin. W Fo 

iir 


Fir Geo. Then once for all, Sir, I will not 
be troubled with any more applications from my 
ton, till he agrees to allow his wife a ſeparate 
maintenance, and returns to his duty. 

Capt. Mac. That's kind, Sir; Oh! he ſhall 
come to-morrow, and bring his ſweet pretty little 
wife along with him. (A/fde) I thought I ſhould 


tuccced. 


Sir Geo. I'll never ſee her face, Sir; In ſet 
aſide the marriage; I'l— 


Capt. Mac. Don't be in a paſſion, Sir; don't 
be in a paflion. 

$ir Geo. Sir, you will allow me to judge in 
my own affairs; you'll pardon my abruptneſs. 
I wiſh you good morning. Exit. 

Capt. Mac. What, you're gone, are ye? why 
then good morning to ye. To be ſure I an't now 
a little at a loſs to know whether I've made a 
good hand of this, or whether I've put my foot 
in it ; but what could a gentleman do more with 
ſuch an ignorant old fellow ; all my politeneſs. 
was thrown away upon him. It it had been a 
lady now, it would have altered the caſe migh- 
tily. Oh! the pretty fleſh and blood angels; I 
have got a bit of a cullendar, callendar, I mean, 
of their names in my pocket, to retreth my me- 
mory when I'm weary. 


SONG. 


The firſt of my pranks was at little Ratihane, 
Where love, faith, like whiſkv, popt into my brain 
For Ally M'Gulloch, a ſweet little ſoul, 
As tall and as ſtrait as a ſhaver man's pole. | 
Spoke) Oh! ſhe was a ſweet creature, with a bloom on der N 
face like a Munſter potatoe. I met her going to market one 
morning, with a baſket under her arm; where do you come 
from, my dear ? ſays I; from Clanterdaffy, Sis, ſays ſhe; and 
O 4 what's 
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what's your name, my dear; Ally M*Gulloch, Sir, ſays ſhe. 
Oh ! what a ſoft beautiful name. 

To be ſure then J told her a piece of my mind, 

Till ſhe left her old dad and the baſket behind. 


11, 


But ſoon T was dying for Molly Mac Gree, 
A ſweet tender ſhoot juſt come up from Tralee; 
Oh, ſweet Molly! ſays I, do pray eaſe my pain; 
By Saint Patrick, ſays ſhe, Sir, pray what do you mean? 
Spoke) Mean! ſays I; why to marry ye to be ſure, my dear. 
But do ye, though? To be ſure I do; what do you think of 
me, my love? Oh! there's no reſiſting ye, ſays ſhe. We 
- were to be married the next day. 
But as the devil would have a thick fog came on, 
When I look'd for the church, Oh! I found it was gone. 


III. 


But morning and night ſhe was always my plague, 
Faith, *tis time then, ſays I, for to leave off intreague ; 
So from Cork I ſet fail in a damn'd open boat, 
With ſome caſh in my pocket, two ſhirts, and a coat, 
ares We failed fo plaguey flow, that a big ſtorm overtook 
us. To be ſure I didn't ſwallow a little of the ſea broth; 
bob the worſt of my misfortunes was, when I landed there 
was Molly, Molly Mac Gree, and put into my arms a great, 
ugly, ſqualling brat, with a head as big as a buſhel of pota- 
toes. What's this? ſays I; Tis your own Teddy, ſays ſhe, 
and as like ye as two peas; Teddy be damn'd, ſays I; take it 
away, woman; I tell ye, I don't know any thing at all of 
the matter. | | 
Then to end my intreaguing I went off to lea, My 
And bid a good morning to Molly Mac Gree, (Ext. 
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SCENE III. 
A Room in BaTcn's Houſe. 


Enter Jack HAwSER 7ip/ey. 


Jack. Bannian day again! Here am I upon 
the look-out for money. Egad I've been ſweat- 
ing the purſer ; I found half a bottle, as luck 
would have it, ſtowed away in the galley ; (takes 
out a bottle and drinks ). How ſmooth it goes 
down the channel; it's the fineſt thing in the 
world for drowning care; dam'me it ſwamps it 
at Once. 

Enter PoLLy. 


What, my pretty Polly! 

Polly. Now you're tipſey, Jack. 

Jack Not I, by the mizen-maſt. 

Polly. Here's a gentleman coming in. 

Jack. A gentleman ! 

Polly. Yes, Mr. Notice, the lawyer. 

Jack. A lawyer! clear the gangway ; helm's a 
lee; let go the fore-ſheet ; I thall put about di- 
rectly, the rocks of misfortune are always under 
the lee when an attorney's in fight. 

Polly. He's a rival of your 5 

Jack. Is he? then I'll pipe up the hammocks, 
and have all N to engage. 


Enter BokBv Norics drefe. 


Bobby. Here I come, Polly; look deviliſh 
ſmart, Jon't |? the gig's at the door—fine tall 
mare and plated harneſs ; laſt-day of term—long 
vacation ſoon; then we'll drive away, Polly ; 


Jack Snaffle, the horſe- dealer, always finds me a 
gig; 
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gig; I defend all his actions for felling glander'd 
mares and broken-knee'd coach-horfes—damn'd 
good fellow ; look very well to-day, don't I? 
look at my boots, tops and bottoms, ha! 

Jack. I tell you what, Maſter Bobby Notice, 
I wiſh I had you a few hours aboard a hip. 


Bobby. D'ye? Lord ! I thould like it vaiily, to 


fee the rope Jadders and the pullies. 

Jack. Aye; I ſhould like to have ye ſeized up 
in the main-ſhrouds for half an hour, in a bit of 
a gale of wind; ſuch as we had once when | was 
on board the little flying Tartar, in the Engliſh 
Channel. 

Bobby. I ſhouldn't like that much. Well, good 
b'ye, I muſt be off; Ive got to give our officer 
a writ, at my own ſuit, againſt a gentleman juſt 
by here, one Captain Goodwill. 

(Takes it from his pocket. 

Jack. (afide) Captain Goodwill! ſhiver my 
timbers. Pray, Maſter Bobby, let's look at it, 
will ye? (takes il in his hand and reads) Middle— 


tex, to wit, John Doe and Richard Roc; why 


this i is the devil's log-baok. 

Bobby. Well, came, give it me ? I'm in haſte. 

Jack. No, I ſha n't; I defend the action. 

Bobby. Why, it an't againſt you ; zZounds, it's 
the laſt day of the Term, and I ſha'n t have time 
to make out another writ. 

Jack. So much the better; I hope the man 
who would do an injury to a fellow creature wy 
never find time to accompliſh it. 

Polly. I fay, Bobby, how do you find vopr- 
ſelf now? 


will. 
Jack. Move off, you mean, or dam'me 
dil knock your head rails down your throat. 
Boll by. 


Bobby. I'll move the Court againſt You 1 
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Bobby. Well, Sir, you'll repent this beha- 
viour. | 

Jack. Never |!—T've preſerv'd, by this accident, 
my maſter and the beſt of men. Now go to your 
| hammock, and try if you can . as ſound as I 
can. 

Polly. Why, Bobby, you're non-ſuited. 

Bobby. Very well; you may enjoy your jokes, 
if you 5 I don't remember a caſe 1n point 
exactiy, but I'll move the Court I'm determined. 

Exit. 

Jack. Huzza! huzza! I've got to windward 
oi tne lawyer, got to windward of the lawyer, 
hazza ! come along, Polly. - [ Exent. 


SCENE 1V. 


A Room in Sir Gronct GoopwirLL's T-ooging, 4 4 
Table with Papers. 


8 Sir Groros and Day1D. 


Sir Geo. Well, David, have you advertiſed it 
about the town that W. G. is the firſt navy agent 
apd money-lender in Plymouth. 

David. Yes, Sir, and it is ſtuck up at the King” 5 
Arms Tavern, money advanced on pay, and bills 
and notes diſcounted by Mr. W. G. a gentleman 
of honour and probity . London. | 

Sir Geo. This room you have hired, ſeems ex- 
actly ſuited to our purpoſe; and yet 1 don't know, 
1 begin already to be tired of my ſcheme, though | 
I've no doubt but this fine Ys my ſon has The, 
rie 
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ried, will ſend him here to ſupply her extrava- 
gancies, yet it is a very poor fatisfaction to be 
convinced of the follies of thoſe we love. I think 
my diſguiſe will do, however, and I dare ſay I 
ſha'n't want amuſement. (A knock at the door) 
Sce who's there. [Exit David. 


Davir re-enters. 


A ſea-faring gentleman, Sir. 


Enter Jacx HawsER (half drunk.) 
How dye do, old ſhiver the wind ? I hears 


as how you're a money-lender; hand us over 
ſome rhino, will ye? 


Sir Geo. (afide) J think I ſhall ſtand a fair 
chance of being abuſed. The rhino, what's that, 
pray Sir? 

Jack. Why, money, old boy, to be ſure. 


Sir Geo. And what do you want to do with 


money? 

Jack. What you never did, give it away to 
the unfortunate. 

Sir Geo. (afide) I'll humour this fellow. —Have 
you any ſecurity, Sir? 

Jack. The beſt in the world, the word of an 
Engliſh failor ; you ſee I've a friend that's in a 
little diftreſs, but that's a word I ſuppoſe you 
can't underſtand without looking at the dic- 
tionary. 

Sir Geo. Perhaps you're miflaken, young fel- 
low; but come to me to-morrow when you're 
ſober, and Il] talk to ye. 

Jack. Let me ſee, to-morrow's Tueſday ; I'm 
always drunk of a TrefUay. 
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Sir George. Well, then, any day you pleaſe: 


there's a trifle for you at preſent, and ſo good 
morning to ye. 


Jack. Perhaps then I ſhall heave in on Satur- 
day (looks at the money). Damn my grandmother's 


old red night cap, if you an't a devilith rum, good- 
natur'd old raſcal of a money-lender. FExtt. 


Sir George. I'm glad I've got rid of this boiſ- 
terous fellow. 


nter Davip. 
A lady, Sir. 
Si. George. A lady, hum; pray ſhew her in. 


Enter Mrs. Goodwill. 


Sir George. (aſide) What an elegant manner! 


Pray, Madam, be ſeated. 


Mrs. Good. Sir, you are very good, (/its down) 
my buſineſs will not detain you long, I have a 
{mall note which I want diſcounted. 

Sir George. What a graceful deportment! Pray, 
Madam, by whom is it drawn? 

Mrs. Good. By a gentleman in the country, Sir; 
it will, Sir, I am fare, be paid punctually ; how 
much pray is your commiffion ?—it is but a ſmall 
ſum. 

Sir George. Why, truly Madam, I hardly know 


how to anſwer ye; to be plain, I ſeel a ſort of in- 


tereſt in your manner, that puts every thing elſe 


out of the queſtion ; you will pardon my 1nqui- 


ries; pray, Madam, are you married? 


Mrs. Good. Yes, to one of the beſt of men, 


but unfortunately againſt the conſent of his rela- 
tions; I was perſuaded they were agreeable. 


Sir George. What could be their objections, 


Madam ? 


3 | Mrs. 
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Mrs. Good. They are rich, Sir. 

Sir George. Have they ever ſeen you, Madam ? 

Mrs. Good. Never, Sir. 

Sir George. That's hard, indeed 

Mrs. Good. To me, Sir, my huſband owes all 
his misfortunes ; his father 

Sir George. Father !—what father could deſert 
a ſon for making ſuch a choice ! I have myſelf, 
Madam, a fon, would he come have Preſented me 
ſo amiable a woman. 

Mrs. Good. Have you a ſon, Sir? 

Sir George, Yes, Madam, but we'll ſay n 
more on that ſubject at preſent; perhaps, Madam, 
it may be in my power to ſerve your huſband, 
and from motives of pure generoſity only 

Mrs. Good. In a few days, Sir, your aſſiſtance 
will come too late. 


SONG. 


1. 


O liſten then, and ſilent feel 
A wretched ſtranger's hapleſs lot, 
Let pity on thy boſom ſteal, 
And ſelfiſh motive be forgot; 
Then act a father's tender part, | 
And raiſe a wretched drooping heart. 


IF, 
O kindly then thy aid extend, 
Avert the near impending blow, 
Or ſoon, alas! my ſorrows end, 
Soon the tear ſhall ceaſe to flow; 
Then act a father's tender part, 
And raiſe a wretched drooping heart. 
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Sir George (aſide) What a voice !- Tell me 
your name, Madam, and accept my triend- 
ſhip. 

Mrs. Good. My name, Sir, is Goodwill. 

Sir George. Goodwill! is it poſſible? 

Mrs. Good. You ſeem ſurpriſed, Sir; you are 
agitated ; what am I to imagine: 

Sir George. Imagine you ſee before you the fa- 
ther of your huſband, whoſe prejudices have kept 
him a ſtranger to your worth, but whoſe affection 
would now make atonement for all you have 


ſuffered. 


Mrs. Good. O, Sir, to what am I indebted for 
this goodneſs ? 

Sir George. To Providence, my child, which 
frequently makes us acknowledge the worth our 
pride would have kept at a diſtance. 

Mrs. Good. Then you will fee Mr. Goodwill? 
O Sir, my ſpirits are very unable to ſupport this 
change of fortune. 

Sir George. Compoſe yourſelf, Madam, a few 
minutes in the next room, and I will preſently at- 
tend you to my ſon's lodgings, where every thing 
ſhall be explain'd, (conduds her to an inner apart- 
ment) What 1s the pride of man, but a bar to his 
own happineſs, and an injuſtice to his fellow- 

creatures | | Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


A SrxkEr ix PLYMOUTH. 

Lieut. GoopwiLL H lus. p 
Ruin approaches with haſty ſteps, my father is 

fill inexorable, and it is of no uſe to keep out 

_ I | of 
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of the way any longer. I obſerved two fellows 
dodging me juſt now, through the ſtreets: my 
only proſpect is a priſon. 


Enter Bossy Norick, wwith Officer and Runner. 


Bobby. There, gentlemen, there's your man ; 
nabb'd him at laſt; warrant and Ae en 
term fee, letters, and meſſengers. 

Lieut. Gentlemen, you will permit me to ſtep 
home a moment. 

Micer. No, no, you muſt come long. 


Enter Jack Hawstr, Bren, Capt. MaccALLA- 
HER, and POLLY. 


ack. Hands off, , youJubbers!—You're maſter at 
arms I ſuppoſe, (to the officers) but I'm your com- 
manding officer, ye dog, ſo ſhorten fail, if you 
pleaſe. 
1 Batch. Aye, aye, you may let him go, III bail 
im. 

Capt. Mac. And I too, though I hadn't a farth- 

ing in the world, 


Enter Sir Seta GoopwiLL, and Mrs. Goop- 
WILL, 


Sir Geo. Forgive n me, George. all that has paſſed, 
I am ſufficiently puniſhed ; and by a meanendea- 
vour to detect your extravagancies, am convinced 
of the worth I have neglected. Ee 
Lieut. Sir, this reconciliation would make me 
W any Py 
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Capt. Mac. Thete now, didn't I fay as much ; 
that's all along now, wid my oratory and polite- 
neſs ; I thought he was relenting, when he went 
away in ſuch a plaguy paſſion. 

Jack. [with tranſport.| Scaldings, clear the 
gang-way! here's a bowl full of good news! —I 
ſay, Bobby, how d'ye do? 

Batch. Aye, how d'ye do, Bobby? Why you're 


non-ſuited again. 
Bobby. Gentleman you may abuſe me as much 


as you pleaſe ; but you'll recollect, if you was all 
to do by one another as you'd be done by, there 
would be no occaſion for us attornies at all. 

Jack. Dam'me, how I ſhould like to keelhaul 
the lawyer. 

Lieut. Let vs diſtinguiſh between the fair prac- 
tiſer and the pettyſogger ; ; the firſt is as much an 
honour to his profeſſion as the latter is a diſgrace. 
Bobby. I ſay, Polly, are you and I to ſign this 
deed of co-partnerſhip for lite ? 


Polly. Never. 
Bobby. Vhy then I'm non-ſuited again, that's 


all; I muſt have thirteen and fourpence for my 
ate dane, muſtir't I: —1 ve been here a deviliſh 
long while! | 

Batch. I ſay, couſin Bobby, e better be 
quiet, 

Bobby. I'll bring a writ of error, I'm deter- 
min'd, damn me it | don't; and tet aſide all the 
proceedings. 

Jack. 1 believe, Polly, you” re my prize now. 

Polly. Well, I've got my father's conſent ; that 

, it you'll promiſe never to get tipſey any more. 

Jack. Never ; I drank to drown the troubles 
of life ; and if I drink now, 1 thall drown all the 


pleſfi ugs. 


. D All 


* - 


IS. BANNIAN DAY, 
All that J hope is—That the Bannian Day of 


every meſs-mate in diſtreſs, may end as happily as 
ours may now do, with the approbation of our 
beſt friends, | 


FINALE. 


Jack. 


Now let mirth and joy abound, 
Since old Care is left aground; 
Let us dance, and ſing away, 


Whilſt the merry fiddles play. 


Polly. 
Love can alſo do his part, 
To relieve the drooping heart ; 
The laugh, the kiſs, the am'rous ſmile, 
Would old Care himſelf beguile. 


Batch. 
Bobby Batch too, he will bake 
For the bride a wedding cake ; 
Then at club too, ev'ry night, 
Set the politicians right. 


Mrs. Goodwill. 


Fortune ſtill the brave ſhall bleſs, 
And the worthy meet ſucceſs; | 
Benevolence extend the hand, 

Whilſt peace and plenty bleſs the land. 


Bobs 


— — > wr eo. 
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Bobby. 


Since I'm fee'd to ſay a word, 
Let the lawyer man be heard ; 
Pray give this verdict in my cauſe, 
Public favour and applauſe. 


CHoRus. 


Pray give this verdict in our cauſe, 
Public favour and applauſe. 


THE END. 
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